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Morning Gravy 
'BISON c/1IlESSINK 
Champ had grown so old that we thought 
"What the hell, let's take him offhis diet." 
At age sixteen, we started feeding him "Gravy Train," 
the dog food that could be served dry, 
but adding water makes a delicious canine gravy. 
He used to sleep in my room, 
until his respiratory problems made him breathe so loudly that no one 
wanted to sleep on the same floor as him. 
So he wandered the house at night, 
until 5:30 came, 
and he howled his hound dog howl until someone fed him. 
It was a contest every morning 
between my Mom, my sister and myself, to see who could outlast whom, 
and my sister and I always won. 
Each morning in my half-conscious 5:30 daze, 
with Champ's howls still ringing in my ears, 
I could hear my Mom come slowly down the stairs 
from her solitary bedroom, 
scoop the dry food and pour it into the crackling bowl; 
Champ leaping up and down, gleefully, 
his toe nails clicking on the tile outside my door; 
then the hissing of the pipes, 
as my Mother turns on the water, 
letting it run warm, 
and makes Champ his gravy. 
